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A SHORT 

ACCOUNT 

OF THE 

LIFE 

O F 

Mr. GRAY. 

MR. Gray's parents were reputable citizens of 
London. He was their fifth child, and the 
only one of a numerous family that lived beyond in- 
fancy. He was born in Cornhill, December %6 9 1716. 

He 
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He was educated at Eton fchool, where he contract* 
cd a friendfhip with Mr. Horace Walpole, and Mr. 
Richard Weft, fon, to the Lord Chancellor of Ireland) 
and grandfon by the mother's fide to Bifliop Burnet. 

Mr. Gray intended to apply to the ftudy of law; 
but, being invited to go abroad with Mr. Walpole, 

this intention was laid afide, and never after refumed. 

■ 

While he was abroad, a difference unhappily took 
phce between him and Mr. Walpole, which how- 
ever was' afterwards made up* But, having haftened 
home, he found himfelf in circumftances which he 
thought narrow, and with a mind unfit for the profc- 
cution of a laborious and active employment. He 
therefore refided much at Cambridge, and was looked 
upon by many of his cotemporaries> as an effeminate 

conceited J 



Tke LIFE of Mm, GRAY. v 

eitcd being, with a great deal of learning, and Very ' 
talents. 3y fome, he was reprefented as a very 
ed foul. By the world in general he was thought 
Terved, melancholy, proud man, of very fupericr 
t in poetry. I lis Elegy in a Country Ghurch- 
gained him more reputation than evwr was gained 
peem of that fize. It has indeed a folemnity of 
Sion, a pathetic fenfibility of feeling, and a correct 
nee of cxpreflion. But it is not the intention of 
ketch to undertake a critical examination of his 
.s, which will ever be read with pleafure and ad* 
:ion. Mr. Ma-fon has very ingenroufly defended' 
of his odes againft the charge of obfcuriry, *lijr 
ving, that we have a double pleafure in overconv 
difficulty, and in contemplating excellence when 
rftcod. We find that Mr. Gray began a tragedy* 
e ftory of Agrippina, which was never finifhcJ. 

b ^ 
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■la 17(58, Mrs Gray was moll agreeably Airpriftd r 
by receiving a letter from the Duke of Grafton, ac- 
quainting him of his being appointed Pfofeffor of Mo- 
dern Hiftory in the Univerlity of Cambridge, an office 
of about L.+qq per annum. This was doubly accept- 
able to a man of Mr. Gray's independent fpirit, being, 
conferred without the fmalleil felicitation,, or even 
knowledge* 

Mr. Gray feems to have pafled mVlife in ftudy, in* 
compofition, and in the exercife of friendly and chari- 
table offices. He died at Cambridge of the gout in-hi*' 
ftpmach, on the 31ft of July 1771. 

He had a great knowledge- in Gothic Archi- 
tecture, but his moft favourite ftudy, for the laft ten 

years 
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-years of his life, was Natural Hiftory, in the know- 
ledge of which he was excelled by few. 

We ftall conclude this account with a charader of 
Mr. Gray, fent by the Rev. Mr. Temple, Re&or of 
jMamhead in Devonftiire, to James Bofiveil t Efq; 
which appeared in the London Magazine for March 

*77». 

u Perhaps he was the mod learned man in Europe, 
■•« He was equally acquainted with the elegant and 
+' profound parts of fcience, and that not fuperficially 
■** but thoroughly. He knew every branch of hiftory, 
*' both natural and civil ; had read all the origins; 
" hiilorians of England, France, and Italy ; and was 
" a great antiquarian. Criticifm, ractaphyfics, mo- 
u rak» politics, made a principal part of his plan of 
•b 2 " ftudY*. ' 
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".ftudy; voyages and travels of all forts were His 

" favourite amufement j and he had a fine tafte in 

9t painting, prints, architecture, and gardening. With 

'• futh a fund of knowledge, his converfation muft 

•* have' been equally inflrucVmg and entertaining; but 

" he was alfo a good man, a well* bred man, a man 

M .of virtue and humanity. There is.no character 

" without fome fpeck, fome imperfection ; and I think 

*« the greateft defect in his was an affectation in delica- 

- •« ey, or. rather effeminacy, and a vif.blc -fafudioufuefs, 

•• or contempt and di/dain of his inferiors in faience. 

'• He- alfo had» in fome degree, that wcaknefs which 

u difgulted Voltaire fo much in Mr. Congreve ; thougli 

■*i*V?k c feemed to value others,. chiefly according to the 

■««' progrefs tLcy had made in knew ledge, yet he conld 

" Lot bear to be . confidcred himfelf merely as a mafl 

**■ rf letters > and though without bii lb, or fortune, or 

« c .{taricn, 
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•** ftation, his defire was to be looked upon as a private 

" independent gentleman, who read for fris ainufe- 

,c ment. Perhaps it may be faid, What fignifies fb 

11 much knowledge, when it produced fo little? Is it 

■•• worth taking fo much pains to leave no memorial 

u but a few pcems? But let it be confidered, that Mr. 

** c Gray was to others, at Laft innocently employed.; 

If to himfclf certainly beneficially. His time parted a- 

4S greeably; he was every day making fome new aC- 

" quifiticn in fcience ; his mind was enlarged, his 

** heart foftcned, his virtue ftrengthencd ; the world 

" and mankind were fnewn to him without a mafk ; 

i% and he was taught to conf.der every thing as trifling, 

" and unworthy the attention cf a wife man, except ' 

■•• the purfuit of knowledge, and the practice of virttre, 

•'• in that ftute wlierein God hath placed us." 

THE 
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•ON THE 



SPRING. 



*#" ! where the rofy-boforn'd Hours, 
^ Fair Venus' train, appear, 
Difclofe the long-expe&ing flowers, 
And wake the purple year ! 
The Attic warbler pours her throat, 
RefponJive to the cuckow's note, 
: > A 2 



The 



4 ODE on the SPRING. 

The untanght harmony of ipriag : 
While, whifp'ring pleafore as they fly, 
Cool Zephyrs, thro' the dear blue flcy. 
Their gatherM fragrance fling- 
Where -e'er the oak's thick branches ftretch 
A broader browner (hade ; 
Where-e'er the rude and mofs-grown beech 
O'er-canopies the glade*; 



- a bmk 



% O'er- canopied with lulciows woodbine.- 

Skaktfjt. Mid/. Sight's Dream 



*..' Befi 



ODE om the SPRING* 

Befide fomc water's rufhy brink 
With me the Mufe (Kail fit, and think, 
(At eafe reclin'd in ruftic date), 
How vain the ardour of the crowd, 
How low, how indigent the prou/i* 
How little are the great! 

jStill is the toiling hand of Care-; 
"The panting herds repofe : 

Yet hark, how thro' the peopled air 

The bufy murmur glows ! 

The infect youth are on the wing, 

Eager to tafte the honied fpring, 



And 
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And float amid the liquid nooa * : 
&ome lightly o'er the current fkira, 
Some (hew their gayly-gilded trim, 
*Quick-glanc*ng to the fun f. 

To Contemplation's fdber eye f 
Such is the race of man: 
And they that creep, and they that fly, 
Shall end where they began. 



• " Nare.per zftatem liquidam — " 

Virgil. Georg. lib. h. 

?f' ■ fporting with quick glance, 

Shew to the fun their wav'd coats dropt with gold. 

Milton* s ParadifeLoJl, book vit. 
% While infects from the threlhold preach, &c. 

M.Green, in the Grotto t 
Podflefs Mifccllemcs, Vol. 5. p. 161 . 

Alike 



ODE on the SPRIN& 

Alike the bufy and the gay 
But flutter thro* life's little day, 
In Fortune's varying colours dreft :• 
Brufti'd by the hand of rough Mifchance,. 
Or chill'd by Age* their airy dance 
They leave, in duft to reft. 

Methinks I hear, in accent Jow> 

The fportive kind reply ; 

Poor Moralift! and what art thou*? 

A folitary fly ! 

Thy joys no glitt'ring female meets,, 

No hive haft thou of hoarded fweets, 






No 
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No painted plumage to difplay: 
On hafty wings thy youth is flown y 
Thy fun is fet, thy tyring is gone — ' 
We froHc while 'tis May- • 
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Drowned in a Tub of Gold Fifhes* 
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ODE 

ON THE DlATH OF * 

FAVOURITE CAT, 

Drowned in a Tub of Gold Fifhes« 

?r | 1 WAS on a lefty vafc's fide, 
■* Where China's gayeft art had dyM 
The azure flowers, that blow % 
Demureft of the tabby kind. 
The penfire Selima reeling, 
GazM on the lake below. 

Ba Her 
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Ucr confcious tail Iier J07 dcclar'dj 
The fair round face, the fiiowy bearcj, 

The velvet of h$r paws, 
Her coat, that with the tortoife vies, 
Her ears of jet, and emerald eyest 

She faw, and purr'd applaufe. 

Still had flie ga^'d ; but 'midft the tide 
Two beauteous forms were feen to glide, 

The Goaii of .the (beam 1 
Their fcaiy armour's Tyrian hue, 
Xhro' richeft purple, to the view, 
- 'Betray'd a golden gleam. 



OF A FAVOURITE CAT. *j 

The haplds nymph with wonder faw : 
1 A whifker firft, and then a claw, 

With many an ardent wifli, 
She ftretch'd, in vain, to reach the prize. 
What female heart can gold defpife ? 

What cat's averfc to filhi 

SPrefumptuous maid ! with looks intent 

Again (he ftretch'd, again fhe bent, 

Nor knew the gulf between : *r 

i 

.'(Malignant Fate fat by, and fmil'd) 

"The flipp'ry verge her feet beguiPd ; 

She tumbled headlong in. -' 



14 ODE, 6c. 

Xight times emerging from the flood, 
She mew'd to ev'ry wat'ry God, 

Some fpeedy aid to (end. 
No Dolphin came, no Nereid ftirr'd, 
Nor cruel 7W, nor Sufan heard. 

A fav'rite has no friend ! 

• I r rom hence, ye beauties, undeceiv'd, 
Know, one faUe ftep is ne'er retriev'd, 

And be with caution bold. 
Not all, that tempts your wand'ring eyes 
And heedlefs hearts, is lawful prize* 

Nor all, that gliders, gold. 
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ODE 



ON A DISTANT PROSPECT OF 



ETON COLLEGE. 



V 



E diftant fpires, ye antique towers, 



-■■*- That crown the watry glade, 
/Where grateful Science flill adores 
Her Henry's * holy fhade : 

• King Henry the Sixth, founder of the College 

C And 
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And ye, that from the (lately brow 

Of Windsor's heights th* expanfe below 

Of grove, of lawn, of mead furvey, 

Whofe turf, whofe (hade, whofe flowers amor' 

Wanders the hoary Thames along 

His filver-winding way. 

Ah happy hills ! ah pleafing (hade ! 
Ah fields, bclov'd in vain ! 
Where,* once my carelefs childhood ftray'd, 
A Granger yet to pain ! 
I feel the gales, that from ye blow, 
A momentary blifs beftow, 



rH'ospEcr of eton college. *$ 

As waving frefli their gladfome wing, 
My weary foul they feem to foothe, 
And, * redolent of joy and youth. 
To breathe a fecond fprmg* 

Say, Father Thames, for thou hall feerc 
Full many a fprightly race, 
Dliportfng on thy margent green, 
The paths of pleafure trace ; 
Who foremoft now delight to cleave, 
With pliant arms, thy glafiy wave ? 

• And bees their honey redolent of farina, 

Drjdcns Ft.l.'c on tie Pj'h^j, Sijle^h 

C2 The 
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The captive linnet which enthral ? 
What idle progeny fucceed 
To ehafe the rolling circle's fpeed* 
Or urge the flying ball I 

While fome on earned bus'hefs bent* 
Their murm'ring labours ply, 
'Gainft graver hours, that bring constraint 
To fweeten liberty : 
Some bold adventurers difdain 
The limits of their little reign, 
An'd unknown regions dare defcry ; 
Still as they run they look behind* 
They hear a voice in every wind* 
And fnatch a fearful joy. 
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Gay Hope is theirs, by Fancy fed, 
Lefs pleating when poffefl ', 
The tear forgot as foon as died, 
The funfhine of the bread. 
Theirs buxom Health of rofy hue, 
Wild Wit, Invention ever-new. 
And lively Cheer of Vigour born ; 
The thoughtlefs day, the eafy night, 
The fpirits pure, the (lumbers light, 
That fly th* approach of morn* '* „ . 

Alas f regardlefs of their doom, 
The little victims play ! 
Nq fipnfe have they of ills to come, 
Nwvcare beyond to-day. 

/ft . 
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Yet fee, how all around them wait 
The mimfei^cw^uman fate, 
And black Misfortune's baleful train! 
Ah, (how them where in arnbofli (land, 
To feize their prey, the murderous band! 
Ah, fhow them they are men ! 

Thefe (hall the fury paffions tear, 
The vultures of the mind, 
Difdainful Anger, pallid Fear, 
td Shame that fculks behind \ 
■©repining Love (hall wafte their youtfij 
Or Jealqufy, with rankling tooth* 



n 



That inly gnaws the fectet heart \ 
And Envy wan, and faded Care, 



Grim-vifag'd comfortlcfs Defpair, 
And Sorrow's piercing dart. 



Ambition this (hall tempt to rife ; 
Then whirl the wretch from high, 
To bitter Scorn a facrifice, 
And grinning Infamy. 
The flings of Fallhood thofe fliall try, 
*^And hard Unkindnefs' alter'd eye, 
That mocks the tear it fore'd to flow ; 
And keen Remorfe with blood defied, 



r 



And 
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And moody Madnefs; * laughing wili 

Amid fevered woe. . .. n f 

Lo, in the vale, of Year* beneath, : •.-..- 
A grifly troop are feen, % ...,.*. 

The painful family of Death, ;.-•... 
More hideous than their queen ! ; . — ..j : ;* 
This racks the jointsi this fires the veins, ;•«■ ■ > ■ " 
That every labouring flnew drains, :»tv:.j 



Thofe in the deeper vitals rage : 



«i* Ir M 



Lo, Poverty, to fill the band^ .»" • • \>* -v^ »»; m, 



• And Madneft laughing in his ireful Vxftxxl. *'' « i * 1 ' 1 •■* ' 
Dtydeu's Fable of Palamoit and Arctic. 



•J ** *\ J 



Th* 
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That numbs the foul with icy hand, 
And flow-confuming Age* 

To each his fuff'rings 1 all are men* 
Condemned alike to groan; 
The tender for another's pain 7 
TV unfeeling for his own. 
Yet ah ! why (hould they know their fate I 
Since forrow nerer comes too late, 
And happinefs too fwiftly flies. 
Thought would deftroy their para<£iev 
No more— where ignorance is blifo> 
Tis folly to be wife. 



; 



O D E 



T O 



ADVERSITY. 



-Escmtlus, in Eumenid* 



D x 






O D E 



T O 



ADVERSITY. 



D 



^AUGHTERof Jove, relentlefs power, 
Thou tamer of the human bread. 
Whole iron fcourge, and tort'ring hour, 

The bod afcight, afflift the bcft ! 

* Sound 

• ■ • 
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Bound in thy adamantine chatty 

The proud are taught to tafte/of paint. 

And purple tyrants vainly groan 

With pangs unfelt before, unpitted and alone 

When firft thy Sire to Tend on earth 

Virtue, his darling child, defign'd* 

To thee. he gave the I^eav'oly birth* •< . • 

And bade to form her infant mind. 

Stern rugged nurfe ! thy rigid lore, . . f « -. {( 

With patience many a year (he bore : 

What forrow was, thou bad'ft her know, . ;.« 

And from her .own (he learo'd to melt at othe^ 
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car*d at thy frown terrific, fly 

ielf-pleafing Fatty** idle brood, 

VUd Laughter, Note, aad.thcmghtteftjoyi 

\nd leave «f leifere to 1>c good. 

Light they difperfe ; and with them go 

[Tie Cummer-friend, the flatt'ring foe; 

By vain Profperity rweiv'd, 

To her they vow their* truth, *nd ire again befov'd, 

iYifdom, in fable garb array'd, 

[mmersfd in rapturous thought profottnd, 

rVnd Melancholy, fitfent maid* 

With'towkn Hfc 9 that Ions the ground, 

"? :i,; St.fl 
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Still on thy folemn ftcps attend; 

Warm Charity, the gcn'ral friend, 

Withjuftice, to herfelf fevere, 

And Pity, dropping foft th£ iadly-plcafing tear# 

O, gently on thy fuppliaatft head, 

Dread Goddefs, lay thy chaft'mng hand-! 

Not in t4y Gorgon-terrors clad, 

Nor circled with the vengeful band, 

(As by the impious thou art feen), 

With thund'ring voice, and threatening nuesr,. 

With fcreaming Horror's funeral cry, 

Dcfpair, and fell Dtieafc, and ghaftly Poverty r 
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Thy form benign, O Goddefs, wtetf, 

■*. 

Thy milder influence ifnpart, t ■'* 

v 

Thy philofophic train be there, 

To (often, not to wound iBf heart } 

The gen'rous fpark extinct revive ; 

Teach me to love, and to forgive* 

Exact my own defects to fcan, 

What others are, to fed, aad know myfcJfV man. 



' tr "^' x • '■■■•' ::: K-'-'<" iV: --^ -THE 
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^OGRESS of POESY. 



PINDARIC ODE. 



At to *•»» itpn*i»> 
X*1«£«.- 



Pindar, Olymp. II. 
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ADVERTISEMENT- # 

When the author firft publifhed this and the follow- 
ing ode, he was advifed, even by his friends, to 
fubjoin fome few explanatory notes; but had too 
much refpect for the underftanding of his reader to 
take that liberty, ,-' 
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THE 

* 

R OGRESS of POESY. 

A PINDARIC ODE. 



\ 



I. I. 

W A K E, -ffiolian lyre, awake, 



And give to rapture all thy trembling firings. 
>m Helicon's harmonious fprings 
houiand rills their mazy progrefs take: 

The 



• Awake, my glory : awake, lute and harp. 

Daind*s Pfalms* 
indtr ftyles his own poetry with its mufical accompanyments 
\nU fwkiri* *AUxthe %*$*U AldXttut irwu ivXZt* 
Itn fong, iEoiian firings, the breath of the Afelian flute. 

Tlic 
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The laughing flowers, that round them blow* 

Drink life and fragrance as they flow. 

Now the rich ftream of mufit winds along, 

Deep, majeftic* fmooth, and ftrong, 

Thro* verdant vales, and Ceres' golden reign : 

Now rowling down the fteep amain, 

Headlong, impetuous, fee it pour : 

The rocks, and nodding groves, rebellow to the roar. 



I- 

The fubjcftand fimilc, as ufuilwith Piamr, are here united. The 
▼artous fources of poetry, which gives l'rfc "and luftre to aU it-touches, 
are here defcribed ; as well in its quiet majeftic progrefs enriching 
every fubjetl (.therwife dry and barren) with all the pomp of dic- 
tion, and luxuriant harmony of numbers 5 as in its nv.rc rapid and 
Jrrefiftiblc courfe, . when fwolo and hurried away by the conflict of 
tumultuous padions. 

L J. 



A PINDARIC ODE. 3j> 

I. 2. 

* Oh! Sovereign of the willing foul, '*• ■ 

Parent of fweet and folemn-breathing airs, 

Enchanting fhell! the fullen Cares, 

And frantic Paffions, hear thy foft controoL 

On Thracia's hills the lord of war * ' 

Has curb'd the fury of his car, v . 

And drop*d his thirfty lance at thy cofeound* 
f Perching on the fceptred hand 



•Power of harmony to calm the turbulent paffions of the foal. 
The thought* are borrowed from the firft Pythian of Picdar. 

f This U a weak imitation of Come beautiful line* in the fame 
ale. 

Of 
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Of Jove, thy magic lulls the featherM king 
With ruffled plumes, and flagging wing z 
Quench'd in dark clouds offlumber lie 
The terror of his beak, and lightnings of his eye. " 

'•''•'■ ' .1.-3.'' 

* Thee the voice", the dance, obey, 
Temper'd to thy warbled lay : 

O'er I4alia's velvet-green v • - ■ 

The rofy-cr*6wncd Loves' are feen. 

On Ciytherea's iday, 

With-antic Sports, and Mue-ey'4 Pleafuresy - - 

Frifking light in frolic meafures ; . . : ;..... _.:«•■ 

» ■ '■ (.. ' — ;■' ■■■ ' ' ' -* 

• Power of harmony to produce ill the graeci of ' motion ia the 

Wr ■■.. •; .. ...... •.. • ..■ •,, ■■ ....•• 
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w purfuing, now. retreating, 
•w in circling troops they meet % 
» brifk -notes, in cadence beating, 
Glance their many-twinkling feet« 
>w melting ftrains their Queen's approach declare : 
here'er (he turns, the Graces homage pay. 
ith arms fublime, that float upon the air, 
gliding ftate (he wins her eafy way : 
er her warm cheek, and rifing bofom, move 
The bloom of young Defire, and purple light of Love, 



-•■■• Home*. Od. d. 

H« <p2f %*t<^. Phrynichvs, apui Athcn*u«i. 
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IL i # 

• Man's feeble nee what ills awatt> 
Labour, and Penary, the racks of Pain,. 
Difeafe, and Sorrow's weeping train, 
And Death, fad refoge from the (forms of Fate r 
The fond compMnt, my (bng, difprore, 
And juftify the laws of Jore. 
Say, has he giv'n in vain the heav'nfy Muie I 
Night, and all her fickly dews, 
Her fpe<3res wan, and birds of boding <xjy 
He gives to range the dreary fky ; 



* To compensate the real and imaginary ills of life, tbs, Mo 
was given us by the fame Providence that fends the day, by i 
cheerful pTcfcnccto drfpelthe£bom and terrors of tbcsrigfc 
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* Till down the eaftera cliffs afar 

Hyperion's march they fpy, and glitt'ring (hafts of war. 

II. 2. 
f In climes beyond the folar J road, 
Where fhaggy forms o'er ice-built mountains roam, 
The Mufe has broke the twilight -gloom, 
To cheer the fhiv'ring Native's dull abode. 



• Or feen the Morning's well-appointed ftar 
Come marching up the eaftcrn hills afar. Coti/ley. . 

f Extentive influence of poetic genius over the remoteft an^ 
inoft uncivilized nations : its connection with liberty, and the vir. 
Cues that naturally attend on it. [See the Erfe, Norwegian, and 
Wcllh fragments, the Lapland and American fongs, &c] 

I «• Extra a»ni folifque yias— " Virgil. 

-f? ^ftttu lontaaa dal camin del fole." Pttrvch, C**Z9» */ 
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And oft, beneath the od'rous fhadfe 
Of Chili's boundlefc forefts laid, 
She deigns to hear the favage youth repeat, 
In loofe numbers wildly fweet, 
Their feather-cin&ur'd chiefs, and duflcy loves. 
Her track, where'er the Goddefs roves, 
Glory purfue, and gen'rous Shame, 
r rMTh' unconquerable Mind, and Freedom's holy flara 

ii. 3. 

* Woods, that wave o'er Delphi's fteep, 

Ifles, that crown th' iEgean deep, 

Tie 



• Progrcft of poetry from Greece to ttaly, and from Ital 
England. Chancer was not unacquainted with the writing 

I 
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fields, that cool Hiflus laves, . - ' • , 

Or where Meander's amber waves 

In ling'ring lab'rinths creep, . ; 

How do your tuneful echoes langutfh. 

Mute, but to the voice of Auguifh ! * • 
Where each old poetic mountain jv^ 
Infpiration breath'd around ; 
Ev'ry fhade and hallow'd fountala 
Murmur'*! deep a folemn found : 



Dante or of Petrarch. The Earl of Surrey and Sir Tho. Wyatt 
had travelled in Italy, and formed their tafte" there. Spenfer imiw 
fated the Italian writers, and Milton improved on them : but this 
fchool expired fo«n after the Reftoration, and a new one arofe oa 
thcFicnch mcdcl* wfcich has fubfiftcd ever fincc. 

-:■>,-« ' . Till 

:.ol£. -: ?■• ■* 



i 
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Till the fad Nine, in Greece's evil hour, 

Left their ParnafTus for the Latian plains. 

Alike they (corn the pomp of tyrant Power, 

And coward Vice, that revels in her chains. 

When Latium had her lofty fpirit loft, 

They fought, oh Albion ! next thy fea-encirclcd coafc 

III. i. 
Far from the fun and fummer-gale, 

In thy green lap was Nature's * darling laid, 

What time, where lucid Avon ftray'd, 

To him the mighty mother did unveil 

Her awful face : the dauntlefs child 

Strctch'd forth his little arms, and fmiPd. 

— — — - . ■ ._ I . ; ■ . ■ *** 

* Shakefpear. 
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is pencil take ((he faid) whofe colours clear 

:hly paint the vernal year : Y* 

Jnc too thde .golden keys, immortal boy t 

lis can unlock the gates of Joy $ 

i Horror that, and thrilling Fears, - 

r ope the (acred fource of fyro pathetic Tears. 

III. 2. 
Nor fecond he *, that rode fublirae 

Jpon the (eraph-wings of Ecflafy r 

The fccrets of th* abyis to fpy. '"*'" ^ 

t He paft'd the flaming bounds of Place and Time, s ' ■ > 

r r '^ 

* •Wkon. ^ 

^. M — fhnwnmriar oaomfai awnd!/' htmthu. 

The 



4 8 THE PROGRESS OF POESY. 

* The living throne, the fapphire blaze, 

Where angels tremble while they gaze, 

He faw ; but, blafted with excefs of light, 

f Cios'd his eyes in endlefs night. 

Behold, where Dryden's lefs prefumptuoas car, 

Wide o'er the fields of glory bear 

i Two courfers of ethereal race, 

|| With necks in thunder- clot h'd, and loag-refoundiag 
pace. 



• For the fpirit of the living creature was in the wheels— -And 
above the firmament, that was over their heads, was the likencft «f 
a throne, as the appearance of a iapphirc (lone. This was the ap- 
pearance of the glory of the Lord. Ezcktet i. *o, atf, xfi* 

+ Otyxtip** (ih cc t uiQ<ri' Hia Y $*uv *ot}*y. Hom. Od. 
\ Meant to exprefs the (lately march and founding energy of 
Dryden's rhimes. 

I Had thou clothed his neck with dmnder! Job. 

III. 3. 



A flNDA&IC ODE. 49 



ih: 3. 

Hark, his hands the lyre explore ! 
Bright-ey'd Fancy, hov'riag o'er, 
Scatters from her pi&ur'd urn 
* Thoughts that breathe, and words that bum. ■ 
f Bat ah ! 'tis heard no more — 
Oh ! Lyre divine, what daring fpirit 
Wakes thee now ? tho' he inherit 



• Words that weep, and tears that fpeak. Cowl*}. . 

f ffif hayc had in oar ianguage no other odec of the fublime kind, 
than thattpf JDrydendn St. Cecil U J s day : for Cowley, (who had his 
merit),, yet. wanted judgment, ftyle* and harmony, for fuch a talk. 
That of Pope is not worthy of Co great a man. Mr. MafoniiKiecd, 
erf late days, has touched the true chords, and with a mafterly hand,. 

inibme of his chonifcs, above all in the Lift of CraOacus : . 

-• Hark ! heard ye not yon footftep dread ? &c. 

All 

G Ncr 
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JJor the pride, nor ample pinion, 

# That the Theban Eagle bear, 

Sailing with (upreme dominion 

Through the azure deep of air : 

Yet oft before his' infant eyes would run 

Such forms as glitter in the Mule's ray, 

With orient hues, unborrow'd of the fun : 

Yet fhall he mount, and keep his diftant way 

Beyond the limits of a vulgar fate, 

Beneath the Good how far — but far above the Great. 



# A<«s *•£«$ ^%* $«•». Olymp. %. Pindar compares h\&' 
fclf to that bird, and his enemies to ravens that croak and clarootf 
in vain below, while it purfues its flight, regardlefs of their noifc 

THE 



THE 



$ a R a 
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G* 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

The following Ode is founded on a Tradition cur- 
rent in Wales, that Edward the Furft, when he 
completed the conqueft of that country, ordered 
all the Bards, that fell inta his hands, to be put to 
death* 



THE 



B A R D. 

A PINDARIC ODE. 



R 



I. i. 

I U I N fcize thee, ruthlefs King ! 



* Confufion on thy banners wait* 
Tho* faxm'd by Conqveft's crimfon wing, 
* They mock the air with idle ftate ! 



• Mocking eke ttr with colours idJy fprcad. 

Sbaktfpcart's King John, 



* Helm, 



J4 THE BARD.. 

< Helm, nor * Hauberk's twifted mail, 
c Nor even thy virtues, Tyrant, (hall avail 

* To fave thy fecret foul from nightly fears, 

* From Cambria's curfe, from Cambria's tears ! ' 
Such were the founds, that o'er the f cretled pride 
Of the firft Edward fcatter'd wild difmay, 

As down the deep of t Snowdon's (haggy fide 
He wound, with toilfome march, his long array. 

Stou 



• The Hauberk was a texture of fteel ringlets, of links interws 
ven, forming a coat of mail, that fat clofe to the body, and adapt 
ed itfelf to all its motions. 

f The crcfted adder's pride. Dry den's Indian %uee* 

\ Snowdon was a name given by the Saxons to that mountainon 
trad, which the Wcifti thcmfclvc* call Craipan-tryri : it includp 

si 
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Stout * Glower ftood aghaft in fpeechlefs trance : 

To arms ! cried f Mortimer, and couch'd his quiv'ring 
lance. 



all the highlands of Caernarvonfliire and Merioneth (hire, as far eaft 
as the river Conway. R. Hygden, fpeaking of the cattle of Conway 
bnilt there by King Edward the Firft, fays, «• Ad ortum amnis Con- 
•* way ad clivum montis Ercry ;" and Matthew of Weftminfter # 
(ad ann. I xS 3), " Apud Aberconway ad pedes montis Snowdonis 
." fecit erigi caftrum forte." 

• Gilbert de Clare, furnamed the Red, Etrl of Glouccfter and 
.Hertford, fon-4n-kw to King Edward. 

f J£dmond de Mortimer, Lord of Wigmore. 

They both were Lords-Marchers, whofe lands lay on the borders 
of Wales, and probably accompanied the King in this expedition. 



$6 THMJARD. 

I. 2. 

On a rock, whofe haughty brow 
Frowns o'er old Conway's foaming flood, 
Rob'd in the fable garb of woe, 
With haggard eyes the Poet ftood ; 
( * Loofe his beard, and hoary hair 
f Stream'd, like a meteor, to the troubled air) ; 
And with a matter's hand, and prophet's fire, 
Struck the deep forrows of his lyre. 



* The image was taken from a well-known picture of Raphaelt 
reprefenting the Supreme Being in the vifion of Ezekiel. There are 
two of thefe paintings, (both believed original), one at Florence* 
the other at Paris. 

f Shone, like a meteor, dreaming to the wind. 

Milton* s ParaJifc Loft. 

< Hark, 
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Hark, how each giant-oak, and defert-cave* 

Sighs to the torrent's awful voice beneath ! 

O'er thee, oh Sling! their hundred arms they wave, 

Revenge on thee in hoarier- murmurs breathe 5 

Vocal no more, fince Cambria's fatal day, 

To high-born HoePs harp, or foft Llewellyn's lay. 

i- 3. . 

••Cold is- Cad wallo'S tongue, . 

T^at hufb'd the ftormy main ; 

Brave Urien fleeps upon his craggy bed :- 

Mountains, ye mourn in vain: 

Modred, whofe magic fong. 

Made huge Flinlimmon bow his cloud-top'd head* 

H * <On: 



f! 



T H Z B A R. D. 



« * On dreary Alton's (here they lie, 
' Smear'd with gore, and ghaftly pale i 
' Far, far aloof th' affrighted ravens fail; 
' The famifh'd f eagle fcreams, and pailes by. 



• The (bores of Caernarvonlhfre oppofiw to the SAe of Angl 

t Camden and others obferve, that eagles uied annually to 1 
their eyry among the rocks of Snowdon, which from thenci 
many think) were mmed by the Wcllh Craigian^eryti^ L e, the • 
of the eagles. At this day (as I am told) the hlghcft point of S 
don is called the Eagle* s Ncft. That bird is certainly no ftrasig 
this ifland, as the Scots, and the people of Cumberland, Wefti 
land, &c. can teftify : it even has built its ncfl in the Peak of 
byfliire. [See Willoughby's Ornithol. publifhed by Ray.] 



A PINDARIC ODE- fr 

Dear loft companions of my tuneful arty 
Dear *, as the light that vitas thefe fed eyes, 
Dear, as the ruddy drops that warm my heart, 

; Ye died amidffi your dying country's cries-** 

1 No more I weep. They do not fleep. 

; On yonder clifii a grifly band, 
I fee them fit; they linger yet, 
Avengers of their native land : 
With me in dreadful harmony they join, 
And weave f with bloody hands the tiffue of thy line,' 



• As dear to me as are the ruddy drops 

That vifit my fad heart-— Shatefp* Jul. Cxfar, 

f See the Norwegian ode that follows. 

H 2 II. i. 



II. i. 

" Wease the warp, and weave the woo& 
<( The winding-fheet of Edward's race. 
■* Give aopple room, and verge. enough 
•• The chancers of hell to trace. 
" Mark the year, and^mark die : 
"* m When Severn fliall re-echo with affrif&t 
* -* The (hrieks of death, thro' Berkley's roofs thatriBj 
^ Shrieks of an agonizing King*! 



ith affn^t 



••Edward the Second,. cruelly murdered in- Berkley ciAle. 



« S1**V 
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She-wolf of France *, with Unrelenting fangs. 
That tear*ft the bowels of thy mangled mate, 
"From thee f be born, who o'er thy. country hangs 
The fcourge of Heavjn. "What terrors round him wait! 
Amazement in his van, with Flight combin'd, 
And Sorrow's faded form, and Solitude behind. 

II. *. 

" Mighty Victor, mighty Lord, 

Low on his fun'ral coach he lies £ ! 

No pitying heart, no eye,' afford 

A tear to grace his obfequies. 

. . .■,.. ■ , „ — ■ .■. »*» i ^ 

% Tfabel of France, "Edward the Secood's adulterous Qneen. 
•f- Trutmphs of. Edward the Third in France. ; 

\ Death of that king, abandoned by his children, and even rob-/ 
&fr) hfc hit moments by his courtiers and Wis nViflrc/s. i 



^, 
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" Is the fable warrior * flecl ? - • 

** Thy fon is gone. He refts among the dead. 

€€ The fwarm, that in thy noon- tide beam were born? 

€t Gone to falute the rifing Morn. 

" Fair laughs the Morn f, and foft the Zephyr blows, 

4t While proudly riding o'er the azure realm 

" In gallant trim the gilded veifel goes ; 

" Youth on the prow, and Pleafbre at the helm; 

i€ Regardlefs of the fweeping Whirlwind's fway, 

« That, hufh'd in grim repofc, expe&s his ev'ning-prey. 



* Edward the Black Prince, dead Tome time before his father. 

f Magnificence of Richard the Second's reign. Sec Froiikrd, afld 
•ther contemporary writer*. 

:., II. 3- 
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. • II. 3- 
" Fill * high the fparkling bowl, 

The rich repaft prepare, 

Reft of a crown, he yet may (hare the feaft 1 

Clofe by the regal chair** 

j 

Fell Third and Famine fcowl 

A baleful fmile upoa their baffled gueft. 



1 Richard the Second (as we are toM by Archbifbop Scroop and 
confederate Lords in their manifesto, by. Thomas of W*If*ng» 
n, and all the older writers) was (larved to death. The (lory 
his aflalSnation by Sir Fieri of Exoia, is of much btor date; 



« Heard 
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* Heard ye the din of battle bray # , 
** Lance to lance, and horfe to horfe? 
M Long years of havoc urge their de&in'd courfe» • 
u And thro' the kindred fquadrons mow their way* 
11 Yetow'rs of Julius t> London's lifting fhame,« 
M With many, a foul asd midnight murder fed^ 
" Revere his conforms J fakh, his father's || fame,* 
" And fpare the meek ufurper'sj holy head* 



* Ruinous civil wirs of York and Lanc&fter. 

f Henry the Sixth, George Duke of Clarence, Edward the Fifth, 
Richard Duke of York, &c. believed to have been murdered fecrct- 
ly in the Tower of London. The oldeft part of that itrutlure is vul- 
garly attributed to Julius Czfar. 

\ Margaret of Anjou, a woman of heroic fpirit, who ftrugglcd 
hard to faveher hofbwtd and her crowir. 

H Hc«iy the Fifth. 

§ Henry the Skrth very near being canonized. The line of Lao« 
cafter had no right of inheritance to the crown. 

Above 
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w Above, below, the * rofe of (how, 

€€ Twin'd With her blufhing foe we fpread; 

«« The briftled f boar, in infant gore, 

«•* Wallows beneath the thorny ftiade. 

M Now, Brothers, bending o'er th* accurfed loom, 

•* Stamp we our vengeance deep* and ratify his doom* 



•" The white and red rofes, devices of the two branches of York 
and Lancafter. 

t The filver boar was the badge or Richard the Third ; whence 
he- was uftally known in his own time by. the name olthc Boar* 



III. I. 
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III. *. 
" Edward , lo ! to fudden fate 
" (Weave we tlie woof. The thread is fpun.) 
41 * Half of thy heart we confecrate. 
" (The web is wove. The work is done.)" 
*. Stay, oh ftay I nor thus forlorn 
• Leave me unblefs'd, unpity'd, here to mourn ; 



• Eleanor of CafUle died a few years after the conqueft of W 
The heroic proof fhe give of her afleflion for her lord is 
known. The monuments of his regret and forrow for the lol 
her, arc ftill to be £een at Northampton, Gaddingtoo, Wald 
ajid in fcveral other places. 
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€ In yon bright track, that fires the weftcrn fkies, 

* They melt,. they vanifli from my eyes. 

< But oh ! what iblemn fcenes on Snowdcn's height 

• Defcending flow their glitt'ring {kirts unrol? 
4 Vifions of glory! fpare my aching Jight, 

4 Ye unborn ages, crowd not on my foul I 

4 No more our long-loft * Arthur we bewail, 

4 All-hail, f ye genuine Kings, Britannia's iflue, hail ! 



• It was the common belief of the Welfh nation,' that King Ar- 
thur was ftill alive in Fairy-land, and (hould return again to reign 
over Britain. 

f Both Merlin and Talieffin had prophefied, that the Wei (h 
fhould regain their fovereigntr over this ifland; which fecmed to 
be accoir.plifhed in the houfe of Tudor. 



1 % \\\. ». 
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III. *. 
' Girt with- many a Baron bold 
' Sublime their (tarry fronts they rear; 

* And gorgeous D^mes, and.Statefmen old 
■« In bearded mawfty, appear. 

€ In the midfta form dirine! 

« Her eye- proclaims her of the Briton -line; 

« 'Her lion -port *, her awe-commanding face, 

* AttemperM fweet to virgin-grace. 



■• Speed, relating an audience given by Queen Elifabeth to Paul 
Dzialinfki, ambaflfador of Poland, fays, « And thus (he, lion-like 
• rifing, daunrcd the malapert orator no lefs with her ftately port 

and majeftical deporture,>than with thctartnefle of her princclic 
c checkes.* 



-« What 
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hat firings fymphonious tremble in the air ! 
hat drains of vocal tranfport round her play 1 ! 
;ar from the grave, great Talieflin *, hear.; 
ley breathe a foul to animate thy clay, 
ight Rapture calls, and foaring^s flie fings, 
aves in the eye of Heav'n her many-colour* d wings* 



ralieflm, chief of the Bards, flouriQied in the Vlth centurjr. 
forks are (tilt preferred, and his memory held ia high Yenera- 
imcng his countrymen. 



lit §. 
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HI. 3- 

4 The verfe adorn again 

* * Fierce War, and faithful Love, 

* And Truth fevere, by fairy Fiction drefL 
4 In f bufkin'd meafures move 

4 Pale Grief, and pleafing Pain, 

4 With Horror, tyrant of the throbbing bread. 

4 A \ voice, as of the cherub-choir, 

« Gales from blooming Eden bear; 

* H And diftant warblings lefTen on my ear, 
4 That loft in long futurity expire. 



• Fierce wars and faithful loves fhall moralize my fon^. 

Spenfer's Pro'ime to the Fairy %ut<t> 

f Shakefpcar. 

\ Milton. 

I The fuccefiion of poets after Milton's time. 
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Fond impious man, thinkft thou yon fanguine cloud r 
Rais'd by thy breath, has quench'd the orb of day ? 
To-morrow ht repairs the golden flood, 

And warms the nations with redoubled ray. 

Enough for roe : with joy I fee 
• The different doom our fates aflign. 
4 Be thine Defpair, and fceptred Care ; 
' To triumph, and to die, are mine/ 
He fpoke, and headlong, from the mountain's height, 
Deep in the roaring tide* he plung'd to endlefs night. 
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O D E* 

FOR 

MUSIC 

IRREGULAR. 

I. 
r TTENCE, avaunt, ('tis holy ground), 
*■•*•«« Comus, and his midnight crew, 
bid Ignorance with looks profound, 
Ind dreaming Sloth of pallid hue } 



Tfrls Ode wis performed in the Scnatc-honfc at Cambridge. 
i* 1709, at the inftallatfon of his Grace Auguftut-Henry Fitz- 
Dttke of Grafton, Chancellor of the VniYerfity. 

K 2 " Mad 
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" "Mad Sedition's cry profane; 
'« Servitude that hugs her chain : 
" Nor in thefe confqcrated bow'rs 
*" Let painted Flatt'ry kidehet ferpent train in AW*. 
" Nor Envybafe; nor creeping Gain, 
" Dare the Mufe's walk to ftain; 
" While bright-ey'd Science watches round: 
" Hence away, 'tis holy ground !" 

Trom yonder realms of empyrean, day, 

Burfts on my ear th* indignant lay: 

v 

There fit the fainted kge, the hard, divine, 
The few whom Genius gave to ihine 
T&ro'ev'ry unborn age and unxlifcorcrAl-ctfat^ 
', Rapt in celeft tal tranfport they; -*■ ■£*•--'' V- 

^* 
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Yet hither oft a glance from high 

•1?hey fend of tender fympathy, ' ' 

To bids the place, where, x>n their op'ning foul, 

Firft the ( genuine jardour ftole. 

Twas Milton ilruck the deep-ton'd (hell, 

And, as the, choral warblings round him fwell, 

JMeek Newton's felf .bends from his ftate fublime, 

And nods his hoary, head, and lift ens to the rhyoafc- 

III. 

€t Ye brown o'er-arching groves, 

** That CoiUpmplation loves, 

*< Where wijlowy Camus lingers with delight! 

c < Oft at the biufli of dawa ; , ■ 

** J.tro4i|S0i*r;fc¥el lawaj 

•* "Oft weo'd the .gleam of Cynthia filver-brigh*: 
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" In cloifters dim far from the haunts of folly, * 
" With Freedom by my fide, and foft-ey M Melancholy.* 

TV. 

But hark ! the portals found, and pacing forth. 
With folemn fteps and flow, 
High potentates, and dames of royal birth, 
And mitred fathers in long order got 
Great Edward *, with the lilies on his brow 
From haughty Gallia torn, 



• Edward the Third, who added the fleur de lyi of France to 
the arms of England. He founded Trinity College. 

An* 
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.nd fed Chatillon *, on her bridal morn 
hat wept her bleeding love, and princely Clare f> 
.nd Anjou'js heroine J, and the paler Rofe ||> 
he rival of her crows, and of her woes ; 



* Maiydt Valentia, Countefs of Pembroke, daughter of Guy 
■ Chatillon, Compte de St. Paul in France j of uiiom tradiiiun 
ys, that her hufband Audemar de Valentia, Earl of Pembroke, 
as (lain at a tournament on the day of his nuptials. She was the 
•undrefs of Pembroke College or Hall, under the name of Aula 
Uriae de Valcntia. 

t Elflabeth de Burg, Countefs of Clare, was wife of John de 
targ, fon and heir of the Earl of Ulfter, and daughter of Gilbert 
k Clare, Earl of Gloncefter, by Joan of Acres, daughter of Ed- 
ward the Firft. Heoee the Poet gives her the epithet 6f • princely/ 
he founded Clare Hall, 

\ Margaret of Anjou, wife of Henry the Sixth, foundrefs of 
Jiwen's Collrge. The Poet has celebrated her conjugal fidelity in 
he former Ode. . . •& 

I EHfabeth Widville, wife of Edward the Fourth, (hence called 
ie paler Rofe, as being of the honfe of York). She added to 
ic foundation of Margaret of Anjon. 

And 



And either Henry * there,.' 
The* murder'd faint, and the majelltc lord* ; "" 
■ That broke the bonds of. Rome r. r 

(Their tears, their little triumphs o'er,. 
Their human paflions now no more, 
Save Charity, that glows beyond the tomb Jj: 
All that on Granta's fruitful plain n 
Rich ftreams of regal bounty pourM, 
And bade thefe awful fanes and turrets rifey 
To hail their Fitzroy's feftal 'morning, . corned 
And thus they fpeak, in foft accord,. 

The liquid language of the fkies. 

■ - ■ - • •■ .. . —t 

* Henry the Sixth a ntT Eighth-.* The former x thc founder rf 
King's, the latter the greater! benejuttor tj Trinity £tfUe*& . - 

< ■ •'" ''' ' " •"" "What 
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V. 

What is grandeur, what is ^power* ; 
Heavier toil, fupcrior.pain. :fr 

What the bright rewards we gain ? 
The grateful memory of -the good. 
Sweet is the. breath of vernal (hower* 
c The bee's collected treafures fweet, 
Sweet Mufic's melting fall, but fw.eeter yet 
The ftill finall voice of .Gratitude." 

vx. 

bremoft, and leaning from her golden cloud, 
'he venerable Margaret* feel 

Welcome, my noble fon, (fee cries aloud), 

To this, thy kindred train, and me: 

;* : (Joantefs of Richmond and Derby, the mother of Henry tfc$ 
rrtuth ) foandrefs of St. John's and Chrift's Colleges* 
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" Pleas'd, in thy lineaments we trace 
" A Tudor's f fire, a Beaufort's grace. 
" Thy liberal heart, thy judging eye, 
" The flower unheeded (hall defcry, 
( < And bid it round Heaven's altars flied 
(( The fragrance of its blufliing head : 
(t Shall raife from earth the latent gem, 
" To glitter on the diadem. 



f The Countefs was a Beaufort, and. married to a Tudor : h< 
the application of this line to the Duke of Grafton, who claims 
feent from both thefe families. 



ODE FOR M'U SIC. 3 

VII. 
' Lo, Granta waits to lead her blooming band, 

s Not obvious, not obtrufive, fhe 

: No vulgar praife, no venal incenfe flings \ 

'• Nor dares with courtly tongue refin'd 

: Profane thy inborn royalty of mind : + 

1 She reveres herfelf and thee. — — 

1 With modeft pride to grace thy youthful brow, 

1 The laureat wreath, that Cecil * wore, fhe brings, 

c And, to thy juft, thy gentle hand, 

1 Submits the fafces of her fway, 

{ While fpirits bleft above, and men below, 

c Join with glad voice the loud fymphonious lay. 



* Lord Treifurcr Burleigh was Chancellor of the University in 
he reign of Queen Elifabcth. 
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VIII. 
" Thro* the wild waves as they roar,- 

" With watchful eye and datintlefii mien, 

m Thy fteady eourfe of honour keep, . 

• « Nor fear the rocks, nor feek the (here ;- 

« The 4fr of Brunfwick fmiles ferene^ 

H And gilds the horrors of the deep J* . 



TH 



THE 

A T A L S I S T E R 5, 

AN O D E> 

(From the Norse-Tongue)* 

IN THE 

ICADES of Thormodus Torfjkus; IJaf- 
im 9 1697, Folio; and alfo in Bartholin us. 

VlTT ER ORPIT FYRIR YALFA^LI, &C 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

The author once had thoughts (in concert with a 
friend) of giving a Hijlory of Englljh Poetry: in 
the introduction to it he meant to have produced 
fome fpecimens of the ftyle that reigned in ancient 
times among the neighbouring nations, or thofe who 
had fubdued the greater part of this ifland, and were 
our progenitors : the following three imitations made 
a part of them. He has long fince drop'd his- de« 
fign ; efpecially after he had heard, that it was al- ? 
ready in the hands of a perfon well qialified to do it 
juftio > both by his tafte, and his refearches into aa-» 



e«^.^*^.#"*^ aim .*•* <#**% ■&"% 

fa-*- 8 *** *&»#* W T&4f-*«arfc.*r 



P R E F A C E. 

£ N the eleventh century Sigurd, Earl of the Ork- 
ney iflands, went with a fleet of ftiips, and a confi- 
ierable body of troops, into Ireland, to the affift- 
ancc of Sigtryg <witb thefilken beard, who was then mak- 
ing war on his father-in*law Brian, King of Dublin. 
The Earl and all his forces were cut to pieces, and 
fytryg was in danger of a total defeat : but the enemy 
tad a greater lofs by the death of Brian, their King, 
frhofeil in the a3ion; Oh Chriftmas-day, (the day o£ 
he battle^ a native of Caithnefs in Scotland fa w, at a 
M di fiance,* 



s,o PREFACE. 

diftance, a number of perfons, on horfcback, riding fell 
fpced cowards a hill, and feeming to enter into it. Co- 
ricfiry led him to follow them ; till, looking through an 
opening in the rocks, he faw twelve gigantic figures re- 
fembling women : they were all employed about a 
loom, and, as they wove, they fung the following 
dreadful fong 5 which when they had fini/hed, they 
tore the web into twelve pieces, and (each taking her 
portion) galloped fix to the north,- and as many to- 
the fouth. 



1 

THE 



THE 

? A T A L SISTERS. 
ANODE. 

^|^ TOWthe ftorm begins to lower ^ 
-*- ^ (Hafte, the loom of hell prepare.) 
* Iron fleet of arrowy fbower 
f Hurtles in the darkened air. 



Note — The Valkyriur were female divinities, fervants of 0d\ ? 
r Woden) in the Gothic mythology. Their name Hgnifies Chuf- 
\ofthcflain. They were mounted on fwift horfes, with drawn 
ords in their hands ; and in the throng of battle fcle&ed fuch as 
redeftinedto (laughter, and conduced them to Velba!h f (the hi'.! 
Qdi* r or paradife of the brave), where they attended the ban- 
et v and fcrved the departed heroes with horns of mead and ale. 

• Bow quick they wheel'd, and, flying, behind them fhot 

Sharp fleet of arrowy ftiowcr— Milton's Paradife Regained* 
t The noife of battle hurtled in the air. Sha forfeit's *Jul. C«$aT > 
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.Glitt'ring. lances are the loom, 
Where the dulky warp we (train, 
Weaving many a foldier's doom, 
brknefs woe, and Randver's bane. 

Sec the grifly texture grow ! 
('Tis-of human entrails made.) 
Aiid the weights, that play below, 
I r ach a gafping warrior's head. 

• Shafts, for fiiuttles, dipt in gone, 
Shoot the trembling cords jalong^ 
Sword, that once a monarch bore, 

.Keep thu tiuue elofe and ftrcng ! 



ABJi 



AN ODE. pg 

•MiJ!a, black terrific maid, 
Sangriday and Hilda 9 fee! 
Join the wayward wori to aid.: 
'Tis the woof of vi&ory. 

Ere the ruddy fun.be fct, 
Pikes muft fhiver, Javelins fir.g, 
Blade with clatt'ring buckler meek 
,Haubcrk crafh, and helmet ring. 

(Weave the crimfon web of war) ; 
Xet us go, and let us fly, 
Where our friends the conflict (hare, 
Where they, triumph, where they die. 
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As the paths of fate we tread, 
Wading thro* th* en&nguin'd field, 
Gonduhy and Geira, fpread 
O'er the youthful King your (kield« 

We the reins to flaughter give*, 
Ours to kill, and ours to fpare : 
Spite of danger be (hall live. 
(Weave the crimfon web of war.) 

They, whom once the defert-beach 
Pent within its bleak domain, 
Soon their ample fway ftiall ftretch 
O'er the plenty of the plain. 



Ijo* 
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Low the daimtlefs Earl is laid, 
Gor'd with many a gaping wound : 
Fate demands a nobler head ; 
Soon a King, (hall bite the ground* - 

Long his lofs (hall Eirin * weep r 
Ne'er again his likenefs fee ; 
Long her drains in forrow deep* 
Strains of immortality ! 

Horror covers all the heath, 
Clouds of carnage blot the fum 
Sifters, weave the web of death. 
Sifters, ceafe. The work is done, 

• Ireland. 



Hdii 

9 
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Hail the talk, and hail the hands ! 
Songs of joy and tricmiph ling; 
Joy to the victorious bands ; 
Triumph to the younger King. 

Mortal, thou that hear'ft the tale, ■ 
Learn the tenour of our fong. 
Scotland, thro' each winding vale,- 
Far and wide the notes prolong. 

Sifters, hence with fpurs of fpeed •! 
Each her thund'ring faulchion wield y» 

Each beftride her fable fteed. 

Hurry, hurry, to the field 1 

THE 



T H £ 

ESCENT of ODIN. 
AN ODE, 

(Fr«| the Norse-Tongue), 

i N 

thoUinus, de caufis coittemneiufce mortis $ 
Hafni^, 1689, Quarto. 

Upreis Odinn Allda gautr, <b^ 



N 






T H I 

• ESCENT of QDIN. 
ANODE, 

TProfe the King of men with fpeed, 
~ And faddled ftrait his coal-black ftced : 
>wn tj&e yawning fteep he rode, 
tat leads to * He la's drear abode. 



> Niftbelmer was the hell of the Gothic nations, and confided 
line worlds, to which were consigned all fuch as died of (kknefr, 
-age, or by any other means than in battle : over it prcfiJed Ht- 
the Goddefs of dcajb. 

N a Him 
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Kigrthc dog of darkncfs fpied ; 
His fliaggy throat he open'd wide, 
While from his jaws, with carnage fill'd, 
Foam and human gore diftili'd. 
IIoaiTc he bays with hideous din, 
Eyes that glow, and fangs that grin; 
And long purfues, with fruitlefs yell, flfc 
The father of the powerful fpcll. 
Onward ftill his way he takes, 
(The groaning earth beneath him (hakes), 
Till full before his fearlefs eyes ff". 
The portals nine of hell arife. 

Right againft the caflcrn gats^ 
By the mofs-grown pile he flit, , 
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Vhere long of yore to fleep was laid * * 

'he duft of the prophetic Maid* 

acing to the northern clime, 

"hrice he trac'd the runic rhyme ; 

'.hrice pronounc'd, in accents dread, 

'lie thrilling verfs that wakes the dead,; 

^ill from outfl^e hollow ground 

>lowly brcatlfd a fallen found. 

Prophetess. 
What call unknown, what charms, prefume 

To break the quiet of the tomb ? 

Who thus afili&s my troubled fprite, 

And drags me from the realms -of night? 

■< 

long 
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Lofig on thefe mould'ring bones have beat 
The winter's mow, the fummer's heat, 
The drenching dews, and driving rain: 
Let me, let me deep again. 
Who is he, with voice unbleft, 
That calls mc from the bed of reft ? 

m 

Odin. ^ 

A Traveller to thee unknown, 

Is he that calls, a warrior's (on. 
Thou the deeds of light (halt know ; 
Tell me what is done below, 
For whom yon glitt'ring board is lpread, 
Dreft for whom yon golden bed ? 



Pto« 



ANODE. 103 



Prophetess- 
Mantling in the goblet fee 

The pure bev'rage of the bee ; 

O'er it hangs the fhield of gold : 

'Tis the drink of Balder bold. 

Balder** head to death is gtv'n. 

Pain can reach the fons of hcav r n» 

Unwilling I my lips unclofe. 

Leave me, leave me to repofe. 

Odin. 
Once again my call obey. 

Prophetefs, arife, and fay, 

What dangers Odirts child awaft, 

\yho the author of his fate ? 



\fc%»- 
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Prophetess. -^ 
In Hodcr's hand the hero's doom ; 

His brother fends him to the tomb* 

Now my weary lips I clofe. 

Leave me, leave me to repofe. 

O D I Nt 

Prophetefs, my fpellobey ; 

Once again arife, and fay, 

Who th* avenger of his guilt, 

By whom fhall Hodcr's blood be fpilt? 

m 

Prophetess.- 
In the caverns of the weft, 

By Odin's fierce embrace compreft, 

A wond'rous boy fhall Rinda bear, 

Who ne'er lhall comb his raven hair* 



AN ODE. 10$ 

>r wafh his vifage in the dream, 
>r fee the fun's departing beam, 
ill he on Hoder y s corfe (hall fmile 
aming on the funeral pile, 
ow my weary lips I clofe : 
eave me, leave me to repofe. 

Odin* 

et a- while my call obey ; 

rophetefs, awake, and fay, 

/"hat Virgins thefe, ia fpeechlefs woe, 

hat bend to earth their foleran brow, 

'hat their flaxen trefles tear, 

nd ihowy veils, that float in air ? 

O TML 
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Tell me, whence th$r jfrrnprs ^pfci 
Then I leave thee Jtojpgpofe, 

P&OPJI BJS.8 9* 

Ha ! no traveller art thou. 
King of men, I know thee now ; 
Mightieft of a mighty line — 

O D .1 If. 

No boding maid of fkill ^iyine 
Art thou, nor prophetefs of good, 
But mother of the gi^nt-brood, 

PROPHETESS. 

Hie thee hence, and boaft at homo, 
That never (hall enquirer come 
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1 break 1117 iron-fleep again ; 
i Lok * has burft his tenfold chain, 

er, till fubftantial Night 
reaffum'd her ancient right ; 
5TS wrap'd in flames, in ruin hurPd, 
Binb the fabric of the world. 



• Lok is the Evil Being who continues in chains till the Twilight 
*ftbtGods approaches, when he fti all break hk confinement ; the 
Rinnan race, the ftars, and fun, fnall disappear; the earth fink in 
the feai, and fire confume the Ikies : even Odin hirofelf and his kin- 
ged deities fhall perifh. For a farther explanation of this mytho- 
logy, fee Mallet in his curious introduction to the Hiftory of Den- 
niark » *7S5» Qwrto, 
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TRIUMPHS of OWEK, 



A FRAGMENT. 



FROM 



Mr. Evans's Specimens of the Welfti Poetry: 
London, 1764, Quarto. 



*. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

Owm fuccceded his fatter Griffin in the principal "1 
lity of North-Wales, A. D. 1120. This battle 
was fought near forty years afterwards. 



THE 



RI-UMPHS op OWEN. 



A FRAGMENT. 

• 



^\¥E N's praifc demands my fbng, 
^^ Owen fwift, and Owen ftrong) 
iireft flower of Roderick ftem, 
Gwyneth's fhield, and Britain's gem. 



• North- Walw. 
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He nor heaps his brooded ftores. 
Nor on all profufely poors ; 
Lord of every regal arty 
Liberal hand, and -open heart. 

Big with hofttf of mighty name, 
Squadrons throe agatnft him came-j 
This the force xsf Eirin hiding ; . 
Side by fide, as proudly riding 
On her fhadow, long and gay, 
* Lochlin plows the watry way- 
There the Norman faik afar 

Catch the winds, and join the war : 

. .. i r ■■ . ■ i ■ i n i * 

* Denmark. 
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Black and huge along the? ftrcep, 
Burthens of the angry deep* % 

Dauntlefs on his native finds 
* The dragon-ion of Moaa (lands $ 
In glitt'ring arm* and glory dreft, 
High he rears his ruby creft; 
There the thund'ring Orekes. begin, 
There the prefs, and there the din * 
Talymalfra's rocky (hore 
Echoing to the battle's roar. 



*"'* The peTTJfepw fe thedevice of Cadwalladcr, whtckall his 
defendants bore on their banners. 

P 2 "WfcKts. 
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Where his glowing eye-balls turn, 
Thouland banners round him burn ; 
Where he points his purple fpear, 
Hafty, bally Rout is there ; 
Marking with indignant eye 
Fear to flop, and Shame to fly-. 
There Confufion, Terror's child ; 
Conflict fierce, and Ruin wild ; 
Agony, that pants for breath ; 
Defpair, and honourable Death. 



ODE 



! 



O I> E 



O N 



The DEATH of HOEL. 



From the Welsh; 



O D E 

O N 

The DEATH op HO EL. 

From the Welsh # . 

▼" TAD I but the torrent's might, 

■** ^ With headlong rage, and wild affright, 

Upon Deira'-s fquadrons hurl'd, 

To rufh, and fweep them from the woridl 



• Of Ancurim, ft y led the Monarch of tb< bards. He flourifhed 
-about the time of TaHcrtin, A. D. $fo. 

Too, 



**• ODE ON THE 

Too, too fecure, in youthful pride 
By them my friend, my Hoel, died. 
Great Ctari's fon ; of Malloc old 
He aik'd no heaps of hoarded gold ; 
Alone in Nature's wealth array'd, 
He aik'd, and had the lovely maid. 

To CatraethVvale, in glittering row* 
"Twioe^two hundred warriors go^; 
rEv'ry warrior's manly neck 
"Chains of regal honour deek, 
Wreath'd in many a golden link; 
From the goldencup they drink 
.Ne<Etar, that the bees produce, 
Or the grupi's ecftatic juka* 
Ikr. ' 
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Flufli'd with mirth and hope, they bunt: 
But none from Catraeth's vale return, 
Save Aeron brave, and Conan ftrong, 
(Burfting thro* the bloody throng), 
And I, the meaned of them all, 
That live to weep, and fing their falL 
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WRITTEN IN A 



OUNTRY CHURCH-YARD. 



<L* 






ELEGY 

WRITTEN IN A 

COUNTRY CHURCHWARD. 

ir-^HE Curfeu tolls * the knell of parting day, 
*• The lowing herd wind flowly o'er the leaj 
le plowman homeward plods his weary way, 
id leaves the world to darknefs, and to me; 



* — fquilla di lootano 
Che paia '1 giorno piangcr, che fi nmore. 

Dante. Pttrjat. /. 8* 



126 ELEGY WRITTEN IN A 

How fades the glimmering landfcape on the light* 
And all the air a folemn ftillnefs holds, 
Save where the beetle wheek his drony flighty ♦ 
And drowfy tinkling* loll the diftant folds ; 

Sate that, from yonder rry-montted tow'r* 
The moping owl does to the moon complain 
Of foch as, wancPring near her fecret bow'*> 
Mokft her ancient Solitary reign* 

Beneath thofe nigged elms, that yew-tree's ftaxtt, 
Where heaves the turf in many a mould'ring heap; 
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid. 
The rfcde* Forefathers of the hamlet flccp. 



m 
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« 

The breezy call of inceafe-br eathing Morn, 
The fwallow twitt'ring from the ftraw-built flied, 
The cfcck's fbrill clarion, or the echoing horn, 
No more (hall roufe them from their lowlyjjbed* 

For them no more the blazing hearth (hall burs, 
Or bufy houfewife ply her evening care ; r 

No children run to lifp their fire's return, 
Or climb his knees the envied kifs to (hare* 

Oft did the harveft to their fickle yield, 
Their furrow oft the flubborn glebe has broke : 
How jocund did they drive theirteam afield ! 
-How bewM the woods beneath their fturdy ftroke ! ' 

Ut 
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Let not Ambition mock their ufefbl toil; • 
Their -homely joys, and deftmy obfeure-; 
Nor Grandeur hear with a difdainfal fmile, 
'The fhort Mi fimple annals of the poor. 

The boaft of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r, 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave, 
Await alike th* inevitable hour. 
The path of glory leads but to the grave. 

^Nor you, ye proud, impute to thefe the fault, 
Jf Merafry o'er their tomb no trophies raife, 
Where, thro' the long-drawn ifle and fretted vault, 
The pealing anthem fwells the note of praife. 

,■'■•€ 
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m ftoried urn, or animated buft, 

ick to its manfion call the fleeting breath? 

« 
in Honour's voice provoke the filent duft, 

: Flatt'ry footh the dull cold ear of DejA ? 

rhaps in this neglected fpot is laid 
me heart once pregnant with celeftial fire ; 
ands, that the rod of empire might have fway'd> 
• wak'd to ecftafy the living lyre.. 

it Knowledge to their eyes her ample page, 
ch with the fpoils of time, did ne'er unrol ; . 
lill Penury reprefs'd their noble rage, 
ad froze the genial current of the foul. , v 

R Bull: 
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Full many a gem of pureft ray ferene, 
The dark unfathom'd caves of Ocean bear ; 
Full many a flow'r is born to blufli unfeen, 
And waftei|s fweetnefs on the defert air. 

Some village-Hampden, that with dauntlefs bread 
The little tyrant of his fields withftood ; 
Some mute inglorious Milton here may reft, 
Some Cromwell, guiltlefs of his country's blood. 

Th' applaufe of lift'ning fenates to command, 
The threats of pain and ruin to defpife, 
To fcatter plenty o'er a fmiling land, 
And read their hift'ry in a nation's eyes, 

The! 
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Their lot forbade : nor circumfcrib'd alone 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin'd ; 
Forbade to wade thro' flaughtcr to a throne, 
And (hut the gates of mercy on mankind: 

The ftruggling pangs of confcious Truth to hide, 
i To quench the blufhes of ingenuous Shame, 
Or heap the fhrine of Luxury and Pride 
With incenfe kindled at the Mufe's flame. 

Par from the madding crowd's ignoble ftrifc, 

*. 

Heir fober wifhes never learn'd to ftray j 
Along the cool fequefter'd vale of life 

kept the noifelefs tenor of their way. 
-,&. R 2 Yet 
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Yet ev*n thefc bones from infult to protect 
Some frail memorial ftUl creeled night 
With uncouth rhymes and fhapekfs fcolpture dec 
Implores thc.pafling tribute of a figh. 

Their.name, their years, fpelt by th* unletter'd.l 
The place of fame and elegy fupply; 
And many a hcly text around Ihe ftrews, 
That teach theruftic moralift to die* 

For who, .to dumb Forgetfulnefs a prey, 
This pkafing anxious being e'er refign'd, 
•Left the warm precincts of the cheerful day, 
Nor cad one longing lingVing look behind? 



»» 
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*'On fome fond bread the parting foul relies, 
.Some pious drops the clofing eye. requires.; 
Ev'n from the tomb the voice of Nature cries* 
Ev'n in our afhes * live their wonted fires. 

Tor thee, who, mindful of th* unhonour'd dead, 
. Doit in the r e lines their artlefs tale relate ; 
.'Jf chance, by lonely Contemplation led, 
Sonie kindred fpirit fhall inquire thy fate ; 



' Ch'i vrr?io rc\ penfier, dolce mio fnoco, 
F-c.l.'.a ur.a lingua, & due bcj;li ccchi chmfi 
f-Rimancr <bi>po iiwi picn Ji faviUr. 

Ttttard. Sox> 169. 

'Haply, 
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Haply, fome hoary-headed fwain may fay, 
' Oft have we feen him, at the peep of dawn, 
1 Brufliing with hafly fteps the dews away 

* To meet the fun upon the upland lawn. 

1 There, at the foot of yonder nodding beech) 
' That wreathes its old fantaftic roots fo high, 
' His liftlefs .length at noon-tide would he ftretch, 
« And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 

* Hard by yon wood, now fmiling as in fcorn, 

* Mutt'ring his wayward fancies he would rovej 
1 Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn, 

1 Or craz'd with care, or crofs'd in hopelefs love. 

'Or 
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One morn I mifs'd him on the cuftom'd hill, 
Along the heath and near his fav'rite tree 5 
Another came ; nor yet befide the rill, 
Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he : 

The next, with dirges due, in fad array, 
Slow thro' the church- way path we &w him borne. 
Approach, and read (ior thou canft read) % the lay 
Grav'd on his (lone, beneath yon aged thorn*.' 



* In the firfr edition of this poem, the following beautiful lines 
ere inferted im mediately btk.re the epitaph; but they have been 
ice omitted, as the parenthefii was thought too long. • 

There, fc JtttrM oft, the earlieft of the year, 
By hands utiieen, are lhow'rsof violets found; 
The red hrea ft loves to build and warble there, 
And little footfteps lightly print the ground. 



Tm 
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The EPITAP HI 

TTE RE re fls bis head upbn the lap of Earth 
A Youth, to Fortune and to Fame unknown* 
Fair Science frown* d not on his humble birth,. 
And Melancholy marked him for her own.. 

Large was his bounty, and his foul Jtncerej 

Heav'n did a recompence as largely fend: 

He gave to Misery all he had, a tear; 

He gained from Heav'n ('twas all he wi/b'dj a Friend; 

No farther feek his merits to difclofe, 

Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, t 

(There they alike in trembling hope * repofe), 



The bofom of his Father and his Gtd. 






i£^ 



# — Pavcntofa fpeme. Petrarcft. S$n. 214. ■ 



EPITAPHS. 



^ 






EPITAPH I. 

O N THE DEATH OF 

Mr. RICHA Il-D WEST. 

IN vain to me the fiailing Mornings fhine, 
And rcdd'ning Phoebus lifts his golden fire : 
The birds in vain their am'rous dcfg^nt join ; 
Or cheerful fields refume their green attire, 
Thcfe ears, alas ! for other notes repine, 
f. different object do thefc eyes require. 
' S 2 . Vix 

/ 



a 4 o EPITAPH 1. 

My. lonely anguifh melts no heart but mine ; 
And in my breaft th* imperfect joys expire. 
Yet Morning {miles the bufy race to cheer, 
And new-born pleafure brings to happier men ; 
The fields to all their wonted tribute bear ; 
To warm their little loves the birds complain : 
1 JVuitlefs mourn to him that cannot hear, 
And weep the more, becaufe I weep in vain. 



■£T1' 



-Wfr:- 
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E P I f A P H II, 

O N 

. Mrs. CLARKE*. 

TT O I where this filent .marble weeps, 
"* — ■* A FrShd, a Wife, a Mother flceps^ 
A Heart, within whofeiacred ceU 
The peaceful .Virtues lov'd to dwell. 
Affcclion warm, and Faith finccre, 
And fofr Humanity were there. 



• Mrs. Clarke va« the viifc of Dr. Clarke, .Phyfician atEpfom, 
•Mid dice' Aj? rl 17, 7757. 



i 4 2 EPITAPH. IL 

In agony, in death refign'd, 

She felt the wound (he left behind. 

Her infant image, here below, 

Sits fmiling on a father's woe : 

Whom what awaits, while yet he ft rays 

Along the lonely vale of days? 

A panrj, to fecret forrowdear; 

A figh, an unavailing tear.; 

'Till Time fnall ev'ry grief remove, 

With Life, with Mem'ry, and with Love. 



EPITATK 






EPITAPH III. 

O N 

Sir WILLIAM "WILLIAMS*, 

"IT Tr ERE, fofemoll in the dang'rous paths of fame, 
~ -*■ Young Williams fought for Eh-g land's 

fair renown; 
His mind each Mufe, each Grace adorn'd his frame** 
Nor Envy dar'd to view him with a frown. 



♦ This epitaph was intended to have been infcribed on a monu- 
ment at Belli fie, at the fiege of which this accomplished youth was 
killed" 17*1. 



r-44 epitaph nr. 

At Aix his voluntary fword he drew, 
There firft in blood his infant-honour feaPd ; 
From Fortune, Pleafure, Science, Love, he flew,". 
And fcorn'd repofe when Britain took the field. 
With eyes of flame, and cool undaunted bread,. 
Victor he ftood on Belliflc's rocky deeps— 
Ah ! gallant youlh \ this marble tells the reft, ; 
Where melancholy Friendfliip bends and weeps. 
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